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WILLIAM KNABE & OO.'S 
CELEBRATED GOLD MEDAL 

GRAND, SQUARE AND UPRIGHT 

These instruments have been for thirty years beiore 
the public, iu competition with other instruments of first 
class makers. They have, throughout that long period, 

maintained their reputation among the profession and the 
pibWc as being unsurpassed in every quality found in a 
first-class Piano. 

650 BROADWAY, 
AND 

CROSBY'S OPERA HOUSE, 

Chicago, HI. 

J. BAUER & CO., Agents. 

DEiKEB BROTHERS9 
PATENT 

PLATE PIANO-FORTES. 
NO. 91 BLEECKER ST., 

New York. 

These Piano-Fortes are the only instrument made in 
this country or in Europe, with the full Iron Frame, in 
which 

All the Strings Rest upon Wooden 

Bearings, 

and in which none of the Tuning Pins go through the 
Iron Plate. 

The advantages gained by this arrangoment are the 
production of a 

MORE REFINED TONE, 
with 

COMBINED SWEETNESS AND GREAT POWER, 
and . _ 
MORE PERFECT QUALITY THROUGH THE ENTIRE 
SCALE, and the capacity of 

STANDING LONGER IN TUNE, 
and retaining its 

SUPERIOR QUALITY 0F TONE, 
?han any other instrument. 
Purchasers will find the following words cast on the 

left hand side of our Patent Plate: 

DECKER BROTHERS' PATENT, JUNE, 1863, 

THE . 

WEBER 

PIANO-FORTE 
IS PRONOUNCED BY THE 

First Musicians of Ibis City 
A2FD ELSEWHERE, 

and by the 

LEADING NEWSPAPERS in the STATES 
the 

Best Piano Manufactured. 
JUS* They aro used by tbe CONSERVATORIES OF 

MUSIC ot NEW YORK and BROOKLYN, and all the 

Ili-jh Musical Schools of the country, because of their 

Immense Power, Sweetness, Brilliancy and Perfect 

Equality of Tone, Elasticity of Touch, 
and Great Durability 

WAREROOMS, 

429 BROOME 
NEAR BROADWAY. 

[Written for Watson's Abt Joubnal ] 

A TRIP TO THE'"GOOD WATERS." 

BY ARTHUR MATTHI60N. 

[CONCLUDED.] 
Another pastime for "valid folk," as the 

French term people in good health, is cham 
ois hunting; which exciting sport may be in 

dulged in on the mountains within easy dis 
tance of the Eaux Bonnes. M. Oscar Com 

mettant has just published a little book on 
the Pyrenees generally, and on M. Thiers in 

particular. This distinguished statesman, it 

seems, is an ardent sportsman, and his pecu 

liar delight is to hunt the izzard, as the 
chamois is called here. On the first morning 
of his stay at Canterets, he provides himself 
with a gun, a guide and other equipments, 
and rushes off in pursuit of his game. 

'' 
Ah," 

said he, anticipating his triumph, "let but 
an izzard show his tail, and he's doomed." 

"Mais Monsieur," said the quiet old guide, '' the izzards don't rejoice in tails!" " Nev< r 

mind," said our Nimrod, "let me but see 

the place where the tail should be, and Mis? 
ter Izzard is mine." 

'1 
Well sir," replied the 

guide, "I guarantee that either you or I bag 
one of them." Brother sportsmen will be 

glad to learn that M. Thiers did kill an iz 

zard, but in the moment of his victory, was x 

seized with vertigo, the "mal des mon 

tagnes," and saw the everlasting hills chassee 

ing and eroisseing and rearing and tumbling, 
and the trees and cascades tossing and danc 

ing, till he soreamed in terror to his guide to 
save him from the yawning gulf opening 
around him ! Remedies were vainly applied, 
and at last our suffering minister invented a 

plan of his own. " Blindfold me," cried he, 
"tightly, as tightly as possible." They did 
so, and after a little repose on the earth, the 

terrible sensations subsided, and M. Thiers 

was soon well enough to descend, supported 

by the friendly nrms of his attendant moun 
I taineers. In a day or two, however, he was 

afoot again, and was very successful in his 

I 
after forays. Chamois, bye-the-bye, with con 

comitants, is by no means bad eating. Bears 

[ also are plentiful in the Pyrenees. I saw an 
old man named Loustan, at a village near the 

Eaux Bonnes, whois quite a bear hero, hav 

ing killed in his time no less than eighteen 
of these uncouth monsters, his last prize 
weighing eight or nine hundred pounds. 
The skin of this animal Loustan sold to an 

English gentleman resident at Pau. The 
bears live on wild fruits, strawberries princi 

pally, winch they occasionally flavor with a 

stray sheep or so. They are well known by 
sight to the peasants in their vicinity, and 
have their names as if they were recognized 

inhabitants of the department, and under the 

"government of the Prefect. The last two 

slain by our old hunter were called respec 

tively "Gaspard" and "Dominique." There 

is a huge white bear on a neighboring moun 

tain, supposed to be twenty years old, 
" and 

I don't despair of him yet!" cries withered 

old Loustan; "TEor though I'm above seventy 
my aim's as true as ever, and I won the prize 
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at the last rifle match, old as I am." Be very 
wary, white monster, and keep out of our old 

friend's way, for he's a dangerous man; and 

his keen blue eye lights up with all a hun 
ter's enthusiasm, at the thought of yet an 

other Bruin being added to his list, another 
war scalp hung up in his wigwam. 

Being a peaceable individual myself, and 
totally guiltless of gunnery, I did not in 
dulge in either bears or izzards?may I be 

allowed to say, I could not bear the idea of 
the one chase, and the other was far too iz 
zardous ! But I did go.fishing; yes, I did go 
fishing, saints pardon me; and this was how 
it happened: A friend of mine*?a delightful 
friend?for does he not own a pony carriage, 
with lovely chestnut ponies, wonderful trot 
ters and cheerily belled; and isn't he himself 
the most genial of little men?a friend of j 

mine, a lineal descendant, I feel sure, from 
j 

the great "Izaak" himself?proposed a fish- i 

ing excursion, an announcement received 
without surprise by his acquaintance, for it's 
a proposition he'll make on the smallest 

provocation. Do you remark, quite innocently 
and without malice aforethought: 

'' It's a fine 

day," "Let's go fishing," says he imme 

diately. If it rains, and you say so, asjpou 
generally do when such a phenomena takes 

place?he replies, promptly and logically: " Let's go fishing." Is it light, is it dark, 
is it cloudy, or sunny?are the days short or 
the days long, ray cheery friend would never 

say no, to the blithe summons: "Let's go 
fishing." Between you and me, dear reader, 
I was not too much in love with fishing, per 
se, to desire the expedition; but, then, the 

drive, the chestnuts, the scenery, the rustic 
beauties of the spot mentioned, the wonder 
ful rods and lines and flies, the marvellous 
basket for the almost taken trout, the accou 

trements, the everything that was possible to 
be thought of, and to meet every contingency, 
would have inspired the dullest disciple of 
the art with piscatorial enthusiasm; and so 
off we gaily jingled ! Down and down, and 
round and round, the white and dusty road, 
we rolled along on our merry way, the sun 

shining gaily; the breeze floating lightly? 
the stream flowing brightly, and the glorious 
range of mountains stretching grandly away 
on both sides; the Pic do Ger, and the pin 
nacled Pic de Midi, towering proudly above 
their mighty brethren around them. 

By four o'clock we had commenced opera 
tions, and had assumed a firm physical, but 

perhaps feeble mental position, on the brink 
of a level bit of stream, consisting of half a 
mile or so of "La Gave," the noble torrent 
I have already alluded to. We fished with 
great precision and diligence, and went on 

catching nothing with great solemnity and 
decorum for above two hours. "Ah !" said 
our amphibious attendant, who had been walk 

ing placidly in the water, hand-net fishing, 
"ah," said he, "it's too early," with pre 
cisely the same tone of voicQ as he said fur 
ther on in the evening, "Ah, it is too late." 

Now it was to this?now to the other?"the 
fish were afraid of. us in the light," and 
" were not hungry in the dark !" We were 
too low down; we went further up; we were 
too high, and came lower down; we were on 
this side, and he carried us over, one at a 

time, to the other. "Ah! we should, per 
haps, have done better where we were;" and 
so we changed, and moved, and hoped, and 

despaired, and imbecilely whipped the laugh 
ing water and vainly on treated the knowing 
fish, and all, alas, in vain ! for we fished for 

* Balfe, the woll known composer. 

five hours, and perseveringly and ignomini 

ously caught?nothing ! Finally, through the 
dark night, we jingled home, leaving the re 

proachful basket, the disgraced marvels of 

fish livery, and all the aforesaid accoutre 

ments, with the exception of certain sand 

wiches and certain cognac, which sandwiches 
had been pleasantly consumed, and which 

cognac had fraternized with water from the 

running stream, and had unaccountably dis 

appeared. My friend, however, kept up his. 
spirits, and his last dreadful words to me : 

were: "Nevermind, old boy, we'll go fish- j 
ing again to-morrow." "Of course, we will," i 
said I, nothing discouraged, but at the same 

time registering a vow in Heaven, "Not if I 

know it." 
You see, dear reader, although you would 

never tire of the Promenade de 1' Impera 
trice, you may vary your open air entertain 

ments at the " Good Waters." Thews and 

sinews, a stout heart and a i rue eye, allow me 

to present you to Messieurs J es Ours! There's 
the chamois and other game for active limbs, 
a good rifle, and a love of keen sport with a 

dash o| danger; and for less adventurous 

mortals, and the "beau sexe," there are love 

ly walks, charming drives, peripatetic per 
formers, the pleasant garden on the hilly tri 

angle, the local band and other agremens. 
Retired, delightfully tranquil, health restor 
ing and inexpensive, if I am to judge, by my 
bill at the Hotel de France, very moderate, 
notwithstanding the irrepressible "bougie," 
this little nook in the mountains is a consum 
mation to be aimed at not only by the mere 
pleasure seeker, but by consumptive suffer 

ers, who again would taste the blessing of 

blessings?health ! 

Among the notabilities staying at the Eaux 
Bonnes were M. Fould and his family, Mr.! 

Benedict, Mr. Balfe and his son-in-law and 

daughter, the Duke and Duchess de Frias. 
I heard on several occasions, exquisite strains 
of melody floating out of Mr. Balfe's windows 

?morceaux, I presume, of his forthcoming 
opera. I saw the Duke and Duchess some 
times on their walks and drives, and may say 

?for the information of my fair readers? 
that the rare personal charms of Madame La 

j Duchesse are worthily matched by those of 
I her lord, a tall, handsome. Spanish Grandee 
of ancient lineage and great wealth. 

I At last, the time of my short stay draws 
i to a close, and at half-past six on a sunny 
j August morning, I seat myself in a dusty top 
I heavy diligence, and reluctantly quit the 
I "Good Waters," or the "Best Waters," the 
i "Excellent Waters," the "Preeminently De 

lightful Waters," as they ought to be desig 
nated. Adieu, Eaux Bonnes ! a l'annee pro 
chaine cheres Eaux Bonnes ! and so we part: 
the mountains, the scenery, the visitors and 
the Good Waters, generally, betraying far 

, less emotion than. I exhibited myself, and 

bearing the separation as stoically and rock 
! ily as was perhaps to be expected by calm 
! observers. Hoo ! eep ! Hoo ! eep ! Away 
I we clatter, and are soon rattling along on our 

i way back to Pau; and after an hour's wait I 
am again bowling along over the iron road, 
homeward bound. And here let me remark, 
that the railway companies of the south, ol 

I France must be flourishing institutions, foi 

j my carriage was generally full, and there was 

j 
at almost every station a crowd of lively trav 
I elers. At Dax there was a delay, of three 

j hours, my own fault, I suppose, for the Gal 
lie Bradshaw is not quite so bewildering ai 
our own ; however, I improved-the occasior 

by visiting this out-of-world town. In iti 

centre is a space enclosed by ancient-looking 
walls, and about twenty feet square by six 

deep, containing steaming, boiling water! 

which mother earth has sent bubbling up 
into the heart of Dax for centuries?a natu 

ral spring, in short, of excessively hot water. 

It is drained off by taps, and conducted into 
the river which flows through the t?wn. It 
tastes like ordinary water, nothing remarka 
ble about it but its warmth; but it is an ex 
traordinary "institution," and would be a 

very useful adjunct to any town or village, 

though it is just possible that such a privi 
lege might be purchased too dearly, and 
some day we may hear of Dax being scalded 
out of existence by a too copious supply of 
the boiling fluid, which at present is but a 
harmless though interesting curiosity. Near 
it is an old fortified castle, with drawbridge, 
loopholes and fosse all comj^lete, but looking 

very forlorn in this nineteenth century. And 

presently I dig up from a mass of surround 

ing houses, a magnificent old ruin of a 

church, a semi-cathedral in fact, that must 
have seen rare doings in the days of Henri 

Quatre?(Dax is the last town on the borders 
of old Navarre)?and indeed centuries before. 
I made efforts to discover when it was erect- , 
ed. I rummaged among old inscriptions. I 
could find dates of repairs. I asked the 
workmen?for it is being restored?I in vain 
entreated a terrible old crone, a female Qua 
simodo, who was sweeping out the chancel; 
she "knew of it nothing." I diligently stu 
died the original doorway standing grim and 
stark in a darksome crypt, and girt around 
! with battered Evangelists, armless saints, and 
much maltreated saintesses?studied it, but 
to no purpose. One person I asked, 

" be 

jlievedwell 
that it mounted to Paganism," 

I but no date could I find, and on this head I 
i shall 

" 
return unexperienced to my grave." 

I An agreeable stroll along a promenade shad 
! ed by handsome trees, conducted one to a 
! novelty in the shape of "mud baths," dis 

i covered, I suppose, by some French Prince 

j Bladud. A rude, wooden shed covers the 
; baths, which are dismally dark holes, in which 
! the liquid, warm mud is oozing unwholesome 

i ly about, .and I think my rheumatism, if ever 
! 1 am thereby afflicted, must be very acute in 
' 
deed to induce me to immerse myself in that 
t horrid brown porridge, the remedy in my 
opinion being nearly as bad as the disease. 
Still another curiosity?an arena which is be 

ing prepared for a bull fight on the " 
ap 

proaching Sunday." This species of enter 
tainment seems on the increase in France. 
Shall "we others" ever witness a bull fight 
in the Champ de Mars ? Possibly. And now 
as I walk through the long, main street, on 

my way to the station, I notice the prepon 
derance of signs, "Madame Teile et Madame 

Chose," 
" 
Wise Woman." This interesting 

profession, I suppose, is prospering in this 

department of the Empire, and the Daxian 

quiver? like its fountain, is probably full to 
overflowing. So be it, and with all my 
heart! 

In the train again and off to Bordeaux, 
where I arrive about midnight and thankful 

ly seek my conch, which blessed is the man 
as has his quiver full of sech. Bordeaux is 
a fine and picturesque city, with wide* and 
handsome streets, a magnificent theatre and 

I other public buildings; a noble Place for 
i Promenaders, and a Jardin des Plantes most 

tastefully laid out. The broad Garonne flows 
i past the city and is thickly covered with the 
i merchant ships of many nations; it is span 
j ned by a massive bridge, and the river, quays, 
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and town generally present signs of great 
commercial life and prosp?rity. An Exposi 
tion of French manufactures and art was 

open whilo I was there, and I passed two 
hours very pleasantly 

within its walls; the ex 
hibition being on the usual model, but more 

interesting, perhaps, to a foreigner than a 
native. 

At mid day once more in the train, and 

pulling gra vely through miles of vineyards laden abundantly with the juicy grape! that 
gracious fi\h of God's to urn. A 

" 
gross fat 

in an 
" 

>v^ iu my carriage, and two minutes 
after Iiis ('Hto?t'e ponderously went off to 
leaden slumbers. Of course he Wanted to 

get. out at the first station, and of course, still 

somnolent, he passed it; two miles further 
on he woke and huskily asked if we had pass 
ed "La Grave.'' 

" 
Mais Oui! eertainment!" 

was the crushing reply. My fat man beat 
imaginary breas s, tore imaginary hair, and 
cursed his fate in the choicest French con 
ceivable, but was compelled to abide his lot 
and await the next st.ition. Rochefoucauld 

says, "There is something even in the mis 
fortunes of our friends that is pleasing to 

us," and you may guess how our carriage was delighted with this little contretemps. 
Stations glide away, I dine at Periqueux, so 
famous for its truffles, and we slowly lumber 
bu to Limoges. A party of conscripts were 
on the train, as gay and happy as so many 
young birds. Near to Limoges is a small sta 
tion called, I think, "Binac," and thisBinac 
was very lustily yelled forth by the guard? 
"Binac, Binac, Binac,"?as if any one could 

possibly wish to get out at Binac, save the 
mark! One of the conscripts, putting his head 
out of the window, extinguished said guard 
by saying iu the graeefuilest manner, "A lit 
tle less Binac and a little more Limoges, if 

you please," and at last Limoges is reached 
and railway fatigues forgotten in sleep. Li 

moges is a handsome, clean and well laid out j 
town, with a certain sleek air of prosperity 
and a well-to^do appearance, a general 

'' in 

souciance," in short, admirably borne out by 
a party of masons I saw building a house, 
and this was their manner of slaving *at the j 
moment I saw them: A ladder was placed j 
against the first floor window, and at the foot ! 
of the ladder was a heap of small lumps of ! 
clay; man No. 1 was seated on the heap and j 
quietly handing a lump to man No. 2 seated | 
on the ladder, who lifting his hands above 
his head passed it to No. 3, also comfortably 
seated, and so on to No. 6, the man at the 

window, who was the only upright person of 
the group?altogether, a most charming and 
novel mode of playing at work. A few min-* 
utes before starting I noticed an agitated 

- 

group of nuns in excited colloquy with the 
porter at the luggage counter, they endeav 

oring to pass, he resolutely resisting them; 
at last one of the sisterhood, nerved to hero 

ism, laid hands upon the suddenly vanquish 
ed porter, pushed him on one side, and with 
a hysterical "Voici mon ami" fluttered past 
him and alighted on the steps of a carriage 
appointed for "Ladies only." The window 
is immediately full of nuns' heads. "Ah, 

my sister, my dear children, you are going to 

Bordeaux, not to Paris." "But no! my dear 

mother, .it is to Paris we go; we are right." 
The bell rings! the conventual heroine dis 
covers that she has deceived herself, smiles 

faintly, and sinks away?as far as I am con 
cerned?for ever! An hour's rest at Orleans 

gives me time to see the statue of its immor 
tal maid and?"there is but one step," &c.? 
to get shaved, and by "half past nine I am 

; again in gorgeous, wondrous, beauteous, 
fairy-like Paris, only to leave it next morning 
for Dieppe. Almost all English people go 
i ing off by the train, and among them four 
! fragile youths with whiskerettes, and having 
j trusty alj>en stocks with numerous names of 
mountains graven thereon; good marks ob 
. tained in the climbing school, and which 
j were being carried home, I suppose, to as 
tonish fireside friends less brave and hardy, 
! or shall I say less Quixotic than themselves. 

A lovely moruing glorified the short run to 
i Dieppe, and we straggled through the streets 

! of that anything but sweet smelling town, to 
! the patient boat destined to bear u*s home, 

j The passengers?in great-numbers? ?ltered 
'down the narrow gangway; boxes, bales, 

j portmanteaux, &c., were hurled on deck, and 
; idlers and friends stood on the quay, to gaze 
; their last on the departing travellers: a round 
! and portly little woman, gaily clad, and 

j armed with a prize baby, was evidently part 
; ing with .dear ones, for she looked far more 
i melancholy than beseemed so jovially stout 

j a person, and tears trickled down her 
i dolorous nose, lubricating the unconscious 

I infant to such a degree that I am sure it 

j 
must have been damp and unwholesome for 
' the remainder of the day; to the last she 
stood and waved obese and?by reason of the 

baby?difficult farewells as long as was con 

| sistent with sanity. And here let me caution 
i a thin and elderly virgin in dubious white 

j stockings, and of uncertain anatomy, not to 

j stand quite so close to the edge of the 
j quay on future occasions of leave-taking; 
! in these days of crinoline, such stockings and 
! such anatomy should be more circumspect, 

j 
At last we are off, and the boat awkwardly 
I lurches out into the blue, the fresh, the ever 
i uncomfortable sea. The usual courage, and 
the customary timidity, the usual cautions, 
and the customary remedies; the usual bear-1 

ings up, and the customary givings way; 

happy families at the commencement, eating 
cold fowl and drinking wine; half way over, 
strewn recklessly and at impossible angles, 
prostrate and wretched on the deck; lively 
personages suddenly become solemn, yellow | 
and absorbed, leaning over the side, pen 

sively contemplating some interesting ma 

rine 
% 

being, only visible to themselves? 

suffering, in short, in its many nautical 

shapes?until, at last, the white cliffs of Al 
bion meet the delighted gaze, and ease of 

mind is again in the ascendent. Apropos of 

the clifiV; two?well?excursionists, remark 

ing them, said No. 1: "Chalky, ain't em ?" 

No. 2: "Yes; and uncommon good chalk, 
too." Imagine the glorious, time-honored 

old rocks of Britain that looked down on 

King Canute when he rebuked his courtiers; 
that saw the Roman galleys of old; that have 
guarded our coast for years, and have been 

chanted by so many poets, living to.be praised 
on account of being "uncommon good 
chalk." The force of degradation can no 

further go. 
The prow grates against the wooden piles 

at Newhaven, and in another moment, 
" 

my 
foot is on my native strand," and for the 

time my travels are over. 

In taking leave of my readers, . let me 

express the hope, that those among them 

who follow my example, and repair to the 
Passes Pyrenees may enjoy to the full as 
much as I did my trip to the "Good Waters." 

- ?--*- 
' 
< 

Cologne.?Herr Alexander Schmit, teach 

er of the violoncello at the Conservatory, died, 
on the 24th ult., aged twenty-four. 

fFrom the Neue Berliner Musik-Zeitung.) 

A "KAPELLMEISTER" OF THE 
SEVENTEENTH CENTURY. 

i 
It is not very often that we me jt with a 

Kapellmeister, or conductor, who is all that 
he ought to be; that is to say, who does not 
care merely about properly filling his posi 
tion, and "performing punctually and con 

scientiously what is required of him, but is 
equally anxious for his subordinates; a prince 
on a small scale, who takes i greater in 
terest in the weal or woe of his subjects than 
in his own. A nature of this kind is most 
plainly shown at a period when men are 

grasped by the powerful hand of .harsh mis 

fortune, when want and misery reign su 

preme, and all the bonds of society appear 
about to be burst asunder. Such a period, 
and such a model man in it, are without 
doubt the period of the Thirty Years' War, 
and the Kapellmeister, Heinrich Sch?tz. 
How he received his musical education in 

Venice;, how he was entrusted by Fate with 
the musically-historical, or, rather, intellect 

ually-historical task of transporting into 

Germany the new era just commenced in 

Italy, of bringing about an alliance between 
Italian aud German art, of becoming the 

leading *supporter and introducer of the 

pleasing forms of Italian free art, as opposed 
to strict, scholastic music?all this has been 

sufficiently discussed and appreciated on 
other occasions. We here want to contem 

plate this most important luminary in the 
then musical firmament of Germany when 

actively employed in his capacity of Kapell 
meister; to record his ever willing and ever 

joyous self-sacrificing efforts for the mem 
bers of the establishment under his charge. 

The "chapel" at Dresden, where Sch?tz 
was engaged from the year 1617, may be 
looked upon as a model establishment for 
the period. As early as the commencement 
of the seventeenth century, we find, at the 
Electoral Court in the above capital, a com 

plete chapel, which, under the name of the 
"Oantorci" (chantry) required for its sup 
port a considerable sum in those days (about 
3,000 florins). It consisted of fourteen 

singers and nine instrumentalists. At its 
head was a conductor or chapelmaster 
(Michael Roger), a vice^conduetor, who was, 
also, Court-Cantor, and a preceptor (Andreas 
Petermann) for the singing boys. It will 
be. seen from the constitution of the estab 
lishment that singing was greatly predomi 
nant, while instrumental music was only an 

unimportant department, still in the first 

stages of its development; what the Elector 
demanded above all things from his chapel 
was church singing, choral aud solo. On 
this account, the members of the chapel were 

usually formed in the ehopcil its elf, or, at any 
rate, they laid there the foundations on 

which, thanks to travelling, they might sub 
sequently build. Chapel-boys and table 

boys, as they were termed, used to be con 
fided to the care of the conductor and of the 
eldest members of the chapel, in whose fami 
lies and under whose superintendence they 
lived entirely, the conductor and members 
of tlie chapel being responsible for the boys' 
education, especially in a musical sense. 
For this they received rations, besides an 
extra salary of 25 florins for private instruc 
tion in singing. Singing was the principal 
consideration, and it was solely an aptitude 
for singing which generally regulated the 
admission of a candidate into the chapel. If 
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